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One 


Author's Notes: 
James does seem to have a double and he is in a Metallica tribute band. You can see his pic in my photo 
gallery. | wasn't fond of his real name so | gave him another. The other guys are made up as well - didn't like 


their names either it seems. 


Happy Anniversary Rockfic! 


| was an idiot. 
Well, perhaps that was too harsh. Maybe not an idiot, just one apprehensive Hetfield Although | hadn't had a 
drink in over a year, the urge to chug a brew was just as strong as it was the day | quit. Naturally | avoided 


alcohol and make it a habit not to frequent places where it was available by the buckettul. 


Which is why, of course, | found myself in this bar, looking for Lars. Just the place | wanted to spend a Friday 


eveni ng. 


| spied him in a corner booth, surprisingly alone, with a pitcher of beer on the table and a glass in his hand. He 
looked amused but then again, he usually did. 


He had better hope | would think it was amusing as well because | really did not want to be here. 

| made my way through the crowd and reached the booth, sliding in next to him. 

"Hey, James," Lars greeted me. "Want something to drink?" 

"Yeah. Club soda, water, coffee, whatever," | replied automatically as | got settled. "So tell me, why am | here?" 
"Because | asked you to join me." He signaled a waitress. 

| made a face. "A bar, Uli? Come on, you know how uncomfortable | still get in these places." 

"Sorry" Lars' cupid bow lips started twitching. "Just wanted your company." 

| glared at him. "I could have just as easily gone to your place. | really don't want...” 

Lars wasn't listening to me. The barmaid had stopped at our table and he was making an elaborate production 
of ordering my club soda. Both of them were enjoying his performance, | wasn't. Fuck. | was becoming more 
miserable by the second. 


"Stop scowling.” Lars glared at me but he was also having difficulties keeping a grin from his mouth. 


"No," | grunted and slouched further down into the booth. "And what's with the happy face you're trying to 
hide?" 


"Nothing," he replied too quickly; a sure sign something was up. 

"Yeah, right." 

"Now, James," 

"Don't you go all ‘now James’ on me, dickhead. Don't like bars, don't wanna be here." 

Lars gave a little dramatic sigh. | rolled my eyes and debated if it was a good idea to slug him. Fortunately for 
Lars, | just crossed my arms instead of balling my hands into fists and popping him in the chin. | slid further 


down in my seat, any more and I'd be under the table. 


"Could you please sit up?" Lars asked. 


"Could you please give me one damn reason why | just shouldn't leave? And | already don't believe your 


‘because | want your company’ shit so don't give me that one.” 

“Alright, alright," he said with mild exasperation. "But | wanted it to be a surprise.” 
"Wanted what to be a surprise? You know | don't like things sprung on me and | don't like..” 
"The band," Lars cut me off. "| want you to hear the band" 

"Coulda just given me their demo," | grumbled. "I'm sure they'd give you one." 

Its a visual.” 

"What's a visual?" 

"The band" 


"The band" | shook my head. "You make me come to a bar because of a band but it's a visual and not their 


music?" 

"No" 

| looked up at him. "No what? Having problems with the English language again?" 
"Fuck you." Lars grinned. 

"Not anytime soon" | rubbed my eyes. "You're giving me a headache." 

‘Sorry, James." Lars twisted in the booth to face me. "Now. One more time." 
"Oh god," | moaned. "Not again" 


After all these years together he was a master at ignoring me and he never failed to use his skills. This was 


one of those times. 

| want you to see the band, so yeah, it's a visual. You're already familiar with their music so.." 
"How can | be familiar with their music?" 

"Because you just are. Trust me." 


"That's it," | shook my head as | edged my way out of the booth. "I'm outta here!" 


Lars grabbed my arm. "IO minutes. That's all. If after that you want to leave, fine, go.” 
"No, leaving now." 


"Don't be an asshole. Sit the fuck back down, drink your club soda and fucking stop scowling." Lars pushed my 


glass toward me. "Here. Drink 10 minutes." 
"Fine." | resumed my slouching but didn't stop scowling. Can't have him win all the time. 


So | sipped at the soda; Lars drank beer, drummed his fingers on the table and continued to look pleased with 
himself. 


‘Isn't it 10 minutes yet?" | snapped, grabbing his wrist to check his watch. 

"Nope," he said, reclaiming his arm. "Fucking trust me, dude, okay? This will be worth your while.” 
"Says you," | grumbled. 

"You're whining," Lars chuckled. 

"Am not" 

"You sourd like Kirk" 

"Do not!" 

"Ja, you do. And your body language, what's the matter, can't sit up straight?" 


"Don't fucking give me any Phil-speak. l've had it up to here with therapy." | eyed him as | sat up. "And don't 


say a word." 

Lars looked at me with fake innocence. "Me?" 

"Yeah, you. Dickhead." 

"That's Mr. Dickhead to you." He gave his head a little toss and | could see him doing that 20 years ago, his 
long hair settling down on his shoulders. | ran my hand through my hair; damn, mine used to be long as well 
Now look at it. 


"You look great, James," Lars said quietly. 


It was fucking uncanny, the way he almost always knew what | was thinking. | should be used to it by now. 


"Get out of my head" 
"Too late. lm there to stay," Lars grinned as the lights dimmed. "Well, whadaya know, it's show time!” 

| smiled in spite of myself Once again the motor mouth of metal had used his gift to distract me. Damn him. 
Gods, | loved him for it 

Now watch!" Lars directed as he looked at the stage but not before he gave me a wink 


| opened my mouth to tell him again just what | thought of his idea of a fun Friday eve when the familiar 
notes of Bellz blasted through the band's amps. But it wasn't us. What the..? 


The stage (or what passed as a stage in this place) lights came up and it dawned on me that this was a Met 
tribute band. And how did | know this? Well, when the lead singer could just about pass himself off as my 
younger self and they were playing one of our songs, even | could figure this one out. 

"What do you think?" Lars shouted in my ear. 

Yeah, they were certainly loud enough to be us. 

"Doesn't he look familiar?" Lars continued. "Weird, ja?" 


| nodded. "Very weird, ja" 


The more | watched his performance, the uncannier the resemblance became. This guy, whatever his name 


was, had done his homework. He had my moves, my growls, my phrasing. He was good, very good. 
"wanna...fuck..a dollar!" 
| was so caught up in watching me..er, him..that | only caught a few words that Lars was saying. 


"What?" Reluctantly | tore my gaze from him to look at Lars. He was waving a dollar under my nose. He was 


grinning. 
| groaned. Little fucktard, | knew exactly what he was doing and what he meant 
| shook my head ro. 

His eyes dancing at my discomfort, Lars nodded yes. 


"Stick that dollar where the sun don't shine and leave me alone." | glared and was met with more merriment 


from my best bud. With friends like him you didn't need enemies. 

Lars tugged at my collar and drew me in so he could once again he could have my ear. 

"A whole dollar, James! You know you want to. Id do it in a second if the drummer looked like me!" 
| snorted. "That ain't saying much, you're like a fucking rabbit!" 


Lars flipped me the finger and then dug around in his pocket. He held up a dime along with the dollar and raised 


an eyebrow. 


| knew | didn't have a snowball's chance in hell. When Lars got an idea he worried it to death like a terrier with 


a rat in its mouth. But | tried anyway to dissuade him from this idea 

"How are you gonna know the outcome? | may lie." 

"Don't you worry. I'll know," Lars said with complete assurance. 

Yeah, he'd know. Damn him. 

"Ok, fine!" | knew when | was beat. And it wasn't like the idea hadn't already crossed my mind. 
Lars beamed. "Go! Now! They're gonna break after this song" 

| didn't question how he knew this; he just did. 


Sliding out of the booth, | stood and gave a cursory tug to my clothes. Lars gave me two thumbs up, flashed 


a grin and shooed me away. 


Even with the band's rendition of ‘Bleeding Me' crashing in my head, | could hear Lars chuckle as | made my 


way to whatever passed as backstage in this place and more importantly, to win the bet. 
ELEEELEEELE ELLE EEL EE 


Half hidden in the shadows and leaning against a wall, | watched the band as they filed into the backstage area 
High fiving each other, their spirits high, | was reminded of how it used to be for us when we first started 
out. Eager and young, we were out to conquer the world. And | guess we accomplished our goals after all. But 


right now my aim was singular, to win the $110 from Lars. Piece of cake, right? 


Last in line, his practically waist-length blonde hair sticking to his sweat drenched body, my double grabbed a 
towel and used it to dry himself off. | decided that it was a little too soon for me to suggest that | help him. 


| cleared my throat, pushed myself off the wall and took a few steps into the light. Four pairs of eyes widened, 


four mouths dropped opened - I'd be lying if | said that it never failed to give me a rush when | got reactions 


like this. Hey - my ego still needed to be stroked. 


"You guys are pretty good," | began, "and | should know. | like the little twist you gave to Fuel” | turned to the 
drummer. "Lars thought you did a fine job as well. He's at a table if you want to go talk to him." 


No, Lars said no such thing but fuck it, if he thought he wasn't going to get a taste of his own medicine he 
had another thing coming. 


"He did? He is? Wow, really?" The excited drummer turned to his band mates and then back to me. "Are you? 


You're not. Are you?" 
| nodded and put my hand out to him. "James Hetfield.” 


"Brian. Brian Smith." He pumped my hand. "I can't believe this!" Turning back to the other three, he pointed at 
me. "It's really him. Fucking A, James Hetfield of Metallica is standing right here." 


"In the flesh," | made a little bow and as my head came back up, | purposely caught the eye of the lead singer. 
"You look a bit familiar." 


He frowned at me. | raised an eyebrow and quickly turned my attention to the other two, once again shaking 
hands, giving my name, and getting theirs, Buzz and Scout - the bass player and lead guitarist. 


"| don't want to take up any more of your time," | began to edge out of the room, purposely ignoring the one 
band member | hadn't met yet. "Just wanted to say “good job" and invite you guys for a drink after your set's 


over.” 


All three voices answered with an enthusiastic "hell yeah!" and more high-fiving; this time even | was included 
in the ritual. 


"OK guys," | said as | stood in the doorway. "Catch you all later then." Nodding at them, | turned and slowly 


made my way down the hallway. 


| heard the onset of a heated discussion between Buzz, Scout and Brian; it was directed at their lead singer. 


Snippets of their rumblings made its way to my ears. 
‘James Hetfield!" 

"Asshole!" 

"Fuck off!" 


"Jerk!" 


‘Once in a lifetime opportunity!" 
"Damn you!" 

"Don't ruin this!" 

"Leave me alone!" 


He was a stubborn fuck; I'll give him that. Seems that he took his role to heart more then the rest of them. 
We'll see. | had laid down the foundation, it was just a matter of time for the rest to fall into place. 


Yeah, that $110 would find its way into my pocket before the night was over. 
EEEEEEEEEEELEEEL EELS 
| slid back into the booth. "Watch and learn," | said to Lars, answering his question even before he asked it. 


Snorting, he picked up the dollar and snapped it in my face. Pushing it away, | murmured, "What do they say 


about a fool and his money?" 
Lars punched me in the arm. "You calling me a fool?" 
"If the shoe fits," | snickered. "We're getting company after the show." 


"Yeah? How did it go?" Lars switched gears and was genuinely interested in my progress, or at least concerned 


that he was going to be down a buck plus change. 

| shrugged. "My double seems to have picked up more than my stage presence." 

"Ah. Tough nut to crack?" 

‘Its a good possibility.” 

| have faith in you, James. If anyone has the seduction scene down to a science, it's you.” 

“Thanks for the vote of confidence, | think. You make it sound like I'm so predictable." 

Lars shook his head. "Nope. It's just from watching you all these years." He grinned. "But you're still gonna lose.” 
"We'll see," | replied and turned my attention back to the stage because the lights were dimming once again 


EEEEEE EEE EE EES EEE ELEEL EES 


Sometimes the fates smile down upon you and this was one of those times. The band completed their set to 
rousing applause and whistles, walked off and then came back to presumably play an encore. Instead of settling 
in behind his kit, Brian stood at one of the mikes and began to speak. 

"We are," he explained, "in awe. Not only have you been a kick-ass audience." Claps and whistles interrupted 
him and he waved his sticks in acknowledgement. "But the fact that we have two very special dudes in the 
crowd has made our night. Damn, it's made our year!" 

Beside me Lars grinned. He loved these public accolades. | generally didn't, preferring them to be of a quieter 
nature, but | could see that this one was going to aid me toward reaching a successful goal. So | grinned as 
well, 

"These guys," Brian continued, "inspired us to pick up an instrument and actually learn how to play them. And 
now to have them hear us.." He pointed in our general direction "Never thought I'd be saying this but, ladies 
and gentlemen and those undecided, please give James Hetfield and Lars Ulrich of METALLICA a round of 


applause!" 


The bar exploded in a thunderous roar as a spotlight hit Lars and me. | gave a half-hearted wave and quick 
grin but Lars lapped it up; he jumped and | had to grab onto his shirt to keep him from climbing on the table. 


He looked down at me and mouthed, "Stand fer chrissakes!" 

With a little reluctance, | rose to accept the crowd's enthusiastic reception 

Lars' nodded his approval and turned his attention back to the bar patrons. 

| shouted a ‘thanks, man! to Brian and then gave a quick glance over to Him. Yeah, things were falling nicely 
into place. | caught him staring at me, a faint blush on his face appeared when he saw me look | winked; he 
ducked his head. Ah - the Hetfield magic was working; he wasn't as tough as he thought: 

Brian held up his hands for quiet. How come drummers always felt the need to be band spokespersons? 


"James. Lars. Please? Would you, could you, do us the honors of joining us for our last song?" 


For once | actually beat Lars to an opportunity and | took it as a favorable omen. Lars muttered "asshole" as 


he brushed by me on his way to the drums. 
| looked at the guys. "What do you guys want to do?" 
The four of them blanched, huddled together with urgent yet hushed tones and then broke away. 


"Um, Master of Puppets?" 


| looked at Lars and asked with all seriousness, "Do we know that one?" 
His foot pumped the bass drum pedal, he did a quick drum roll and then shrugged. "I dunno, do we?" 


Four faces fell as one and they were closing in for another huddle. | held up my hand and chuckled. "Guys, it's 
ok. Really. Lars and | will be able to muddle through." 


And, | added silently, | would finally be able to get close to this doppelganger. After all, what's a friendly arm 


slung around a neck as we share a mike? 

EEEELEELEELEELS ELLE 

Four songs and a hair-raising standing ovation later, | was backstage searching for even a semi-dry towel to 
wipe the perspiration off. Not finding anything remotely suitable, | pulled off my T-shirt and used the least wet 
part to wipe my face. At least it was summer, | could drive home bare-chested if need be. 

My back was turned away from the door and my face was buried in my shirt when | felt a nudge on my arm. 
"Here," a voice said. 

| lifted my head to see a hand offering me a clean, dry towel and a bottle of water. 

"Take it," the voice continued. "Old man like you needs it more than me." 

‘Old man?" Growling, | turned and saw Him, blonde and golden-skinned, his blue eyes showing no fear. Damn if he 
wasn't almost a mirror image of myself. "You're either stupid or just plain don't know any better," | replied 
bluntly. "But if | were you, I'd watch my mouth." 

He regarded me for a moment and then scoffed, "Whatcha gonna do, old man?" 

| gritted my teeth and resisted the urge to slam him against the wall. "My first guess was correct, you are 
stupid." Oh yeah, this was going great! | could hear Lars; he'd never let me forget the moronic bet especially 
as it was apparent he was on his way to winning. 

He grinned. Pure insolence. 

Fuck. I'd recognize that look anywhere; I'd given it plenty of times myself to those about to feel my wrath. 
Well, | may be older but | WAS the original so | lunged at him first drawing back my fist and then having it 


make contact with his jaw. 


He hardly staggered and with a familiar snarl he came right back at me. Crouching down, | grabbed him around 


the waist and this time | didn't hesitate; | shoved him hard against the wall. 


| heard his breath expel with an "oomph" as his head bounced off the plaster but he recovered quickly enough 
to get his fist conected with my mouth. | grabbed his hair, wrapping it around my hand and pulled his head 
back, attempting to turn him so his face would be up against the wall. 

| never got the chance - hands grabbed at me, yanking me off. The other guys took hold of whatever the fuck 
his name was (| still didn't knowl), Lars kindly but firmly asking me to please calm the fuck down, what the hell 
was wrong anyway? 

He hustled me to the other side of the room and stood, arms folded, in front of me. 


"Wanna explain?" he asked 


| wiped my mouth with the back of my hand and it came away with blood. | swore loud enough for Him to hear 


me. "I'm gonna fucking kill him!" 
“Anytime, old man, anytime!" was his heated reply. 


"Get Jake out of here. Now!" Lars pivoted, issued the order to the other guys and waited until the four had 
left before he turned back to me. 


Joke. So thats what his name was. 

Lars shook his head, bemused, "Foreplay?" 

"Shut up," | said as | pushed past him and retrieved the towel and water. "He called me an ‘old man” 
"Yep, good enough reason to hit someone," he chuckled dryly. 


"lm going home." | dug in my pocket and came up with loose change. "Here." | held out my hand. "Take it, more 
than $3, I'm sure." 


Lars's eyes opened wide. "You're conceding? No, you can't be." 


"Believe it. You win" | headed for the door. "Next time it's a Friday night and you get another one of your 


harebrained ideas that includes me, do me a favor and forget about it." 
"James?" 
| didn't turn back, just lifted my hand in farewell. "Night, Uli." 


It might not have been the satisfaction | was hoping for but hearing Lars splutter as | walked away was 
almost as good as getting laid and winning the bet. 


EEEELEELEELSELE EELEE 
The parking lot was fairly empty and | didn't have to search long for my truck. There was someone leaning 
against it too. Arms crossed over his chest, his cowboy hat pulled low over his eyes, he watched me as | 


approached. 


| didn't say a word as | took out my keys, unlocked the driver's side and slid in. Reaching over | popped opened 
the passenger side door and busied myself with starting the truck. 


He got in and slammed the door. "Old man," he began. "James." 
| sat there. Quietly. 


"Sorry about before. |..|.fuck!" He was staring straight ahead, working his lower jaw, his hand on the door 
handle. 


| figured I'd let him dangle in the wind and didn't say a word. 


He cleared his throat. "I'm gonna say this once." He paused. "And if you wanna toss me out of the truck and 


kick the shit outta me, I'd say you had plenty of reason to." 

"After calling me ‘old man’ you deserve everything | can give you." 

He nodded, opened the door and stuck his foot out. "Fuck, but if you're not the hottest man I've ever seen, you 
fucking sizzle, and | like men, you know, in that way, and you're straight, | know, but the guys bet me that | 


could seduce you and it was a fucked up way to go about it and if you want me beat me I'll understand and 


Im really, really sorry" He was almost out the door. 

"Get the fuck back in the truck," | demanded brusquely. "Now!" 

"Oh shit,” he whispered but did what he was told 

"Close the door!" 

He did. His fear was palatable. 

This was better than | could ever have imagined. "How much?" | snapped 
"How much..?" 


‘| was right, you are stupid. The wager, Jake, how much did they bet you?" 


"Oh! Um..$300:" 

Nodding, | turned to face him. He shrunk back against the door. 

‘Im sorry, km sorry. Really, it was wrong, | know it was a dumb thing to do and please." 

Reaching out, | grabbed his shoulders and drew him in. He closed his eyes and began to murmur a prayer. 
"Hail Mary full of." 


| cut him off at ‘grace: It was difficult to finish when | pressed against his mouth with my own, my tongue 


probing to be let inside. 


He whimpered and stiffened under my arms so | broke the kiss but didn't let him go. | leaned my forehead 


against his. 
"Wonder if the bet's still valid if the man you thought was straight turns out not to be," | asked, smiling. 


"L| don't know," he stammered, his eyes wide as saucers, and gave me a little hopeful grin "Guess we could 


find out?" 
"And have a hell of a good time while we're at it" | smiled. "A very good time indeed" 


And, Lars? | won. 


